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Whilst three soldiers were struggling into the room with
the stand and clay, he said that I could work as long as I
liked, but on condition that I let him sit at his table and read.
The room was peaceful, and Lenin settled down to his book
saying that he knew nothing about Art or about his own
likeness, and that it did not interest him ! Even as I walked
round him in circles measuring him with calipers from ear
to nose, I did not seem to arouse in him any consciousness
of my presence. He was immediately and completely detached,
concentrated and absorbed. I worked until a quarter to four,
which is the longest I have ever done at a stretch. During that
time he never ate or drank or smoked. Secretaries came in
with letters; he opened them, signed the empty envelope
without glancing even at his autograph and automatically
handed it back. Only when the low buzz of the telephone
accompanied by the lighting up of a small electric bulb sig-
nified a call, did his face become animated.
My efforts to start a conversation met with no encourage-
ment, and knowing that my presence was a bore, I dared not
persist, though I longed to. When I rested in the window-seat
and looked at him, I kept saying to myself that it was true,
I really was in Lenin's room at last, I was fulfilling my mission;
nothing could matter after this. I said his name over and
over to myself : " Lenin ! Lenin ! " as if it couldn't be true.
There he sat in front of me, a quiet calm little man with a
stupendous brow. Lenin, the genius of the greatest revolution
in history—if only he would talk to me ! But he didn't care
about Art, and I was an artist, and he hated the bourgeoisie,
and I was a bourgeoise, and he hated Winston Churchill, and
I was Winston's cousin; he only admitted me to his room to
please Kameneff, and it was my business to get on with my
job, and not waste his time: he had nothing to say to me.
When I plucked up courage to ask for news from England
he handed me some Daily Heralds !
At four o'clock I left, having worked six hours on end
without food. I had missed lunch, and dinner was not until
cine. Mikhail came to see me and we drank chai. He asked
me how I got on, and advised me to go to bed early so as
to be strong for the morrow. There was a kind of feeling

